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PREFACE. 






These Lays originally; app<^aredan the columns 
of the "Yorkshire .Gftzette." A wish has been 
expressed that they should be. issued in another 
form ; and they are, theiefore, now given to the 
public, with a hope that they may, at least, not be 
considered to throw discredit upon the Christian 
literature of the day. 
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I. 

I SECOND SUNDAY AFTER CHBISTMA8. 

'* I will help thee, saith the Lord, and thy Redeemer, the Holy 
One of Israel '*— Isa. xlL 14. 

What sweeter sounds can ever fall. 

On list'ning mortal ear, 
Than those which gently drop from lips 

Of kindred near and dear ; 
Which show, by witching word and look. 

The seal of trusting love ; 
Fit prelude to an erring world 

Of holier joys above ? 

The words which homeless men defy, 

And homeless women scorn ; 
Those sinning outcasts of our streets, 

The abject and forlorn : 

B 
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Who, yet withal, would gladly hear 
The sounds which once they heard, 

Wherewith, in happier days gone by. 
Their heart-strings once were stirred. 

But sweeter, dearer still than these. 

Heart-thrilling though they be. 
Are words which prophets spake of old, 

Of holy jubilee. 
When, taught of Gk)d, in days of yore, 

They told a sinning world 
Of Him who saved it from its woe. 

The great incarnate Word. 

Hail, Christian, hail the hallowed strain 

Which angels chant above. 
Proclaimed to earth when Christ was bom- 

That God alone is love ! 
Bid, gentle Saviour of the world, 

These dry, dead bones arise ; 
Do not, when erring men repent. 

The contrite heart despise. 

And when our wavering love grows cold. 

And dinamed is mortal sight 
To Heaven's high gift, thy Spirit send 

To guide our steps aright. 
So, as our years run on their course, 

May we with rapture see 
Each lead us to the pilgrim's rest. 

Our nearer home with thee. 
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11. 
FIRST SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 

" And Jesus saitli unto him, The foxes have boles, and the birds 
of the air have uests, but the Son of man hath not where to lay 
his head."— Matt, viil 20. 

Think not with gay and lightsome step 

The road can e'er be trod 
Which marks with straight, imerring track 

The Christian's walk with God ; 
If the Master in his day 
Of sad mortahty could say 
He had not where to lay his head, 
Why should the servant a less thorny pathway tread ! 

Count well the cost, no gentle task 

It is to wean the heart 
From sin's loved foUies, and firom all 

Eeluctantly to part. 
As from some bright but deadly spell 
That wins the wretched soul to hell. 
And fills the realms of dark'ning gloom 
With subjects of their angry Judge's righteous doom. 

Think not that worldly friends will stay 

Their madly gay career. 
And cheer you on your heavenward course 

As if they deemed you dear. 
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IV. 
THIRD SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 

*' Is it 80, that there is not a wise man among you ? "—1 Cor. vi. 5. 

What wisdom in the strife 

Of angry word and deed ? 
Why plant, where blooming flowers should grow, 

The rank and noisome weed ? 

When he of Tarsus called 

Within the Christian fold 
The wandering sheep he strove to save 

How strange the tale he told ! 

Once, bound by no restraint, 

Like some impetuous flood, 
Hating the Christian and his God, 

He yearned for Christian blood ; 

Nor thought his labour done, 

Till some meek child of Gk)d, 
Faithful ahke in life or death. 

Had felt the martyr's rod. 

With no such hatred now 

His chastened spirit bums ; 
Whom once he scom'd he seeks to guard, 

And love for hate returns. 



List to his altered note ! 

Now, for his Master^s sake, 
He tells that men by mercy saved 

No vengeful part should take. 

Thus should God's servant learn, 

'Spite of his rebel heart, 
In wrangling deeds of wrathful men 

To take no struggling part ; 

But, as frail flesh permits, 
Exchange contending strife 

For sweetest peace, the harbinger 
Of God's own heavenly life. 



V. 

SEPTUAGESIMA SUNDAY. 

" And God said, Let there be light : and there was lignt."— Gen. i. 3 . 

As o'er some shrine, built with no niggard hand, 
To God's great glory, when night's darkest band 
Encircles in its sombre coil 
Each massive beauty, work of toil 
To men who to God's reverend name inclined, 
And willed that He from them should no scant worship 
find; 



^ ^3qp if t|c SaUa% 
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Each fretted pHnnarle and aisk. 

Each tomb and nKmnmesxtal pik, 
SpvingB &am the dazkness^ clothed in golden g}eam. 
And daj-bom gDded beantieB fiit frun beam to beam. 

So, lig^ of God, Ohmie this heart of mine ; 
Here, Lord, let all thj brightest radianoe shme, 
When daii^est g^m of earth is s^R^ad 
O'er sooIb by sin defiled and dead ; 
Come, Hoi J Influence, daah that gloom away. 
And give to earth some sign of heaven's most ^Kuioiis 
ray. 

Call forth to view that beanteoos sight on earth. 
That godlike gift to men, of heavenly birth. 

The light of gentle love that glows 

Where'er God's Spirit freely flows, 
That so the soofBng world may wond'ring see. 
How bright the light and power of Christian love can be. 
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VI. 
SEXAGESIMA SUNDAY. 



"And she answered and said unto him, Yes, Lord : yet the dogs 
under the table oat of the children's crumbs." — Mabk, vii. 28. 



Sure from such a table 
Such goodly crumbs were never known to fall ; 
In no thought fancied, never coined in fable, 
As wonders worked at Jesu's call. 

Sweet Pity's gentle voice, 
Sad tears shed o'er the lowly brother's grave ; 
The tones which bid the stricken heart rejoice, 
These were the gifts he freely gave. 

Self-taught in sorrow's school, 
Knowing too well where mortal grief could throw 
Its deadliest dart, scorned by each scoffing fool, 
'Twas his each mourner's heart to know. 

Let but thy faith be true. 
Then, weeping mother for thy daughter's woe, 
No longer shall thy tears thy cheek bedew, 
Nor thou thyself unpitied go. 
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His is no stony heart ; 
None else but thoughts of love are harbour'd there, 
And thou shalt share, do but thy trusting part, 
That loving Father's tender care. 

So, Christian, go thy way, 
The path whereon that faithful mourner trod 
. Choose for thine own ; in grief's dark moments pray 
Thus trustingly to meet thy God. 



vn. 

QumquAGEsraA sundat. 

" And I will make of thee a great nation, and I will bless thee, 
and make thy name great; and thou shalt be a blessing."— 
GsK. xii. 2. 

EiCH blessings, which were not of earth. 
World-binding gifts of grander birth, 

From faithful Abram came ; 
Through many an age and many a land 
Has sounded, far &om Canaan's land, 

The holy patriarch's name. 

What though the hope was dimly seep. 
And frail the trust whereon to lean, 

Of all that promised bliss 1 
What though the Lord did roughly crave 
The blessing He so promptly gave, 

And sternly called it His ! 
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Still had the hallowed word declared 
He should be blessed, and no one dared 

That sacred word deny. 
The ram's horn in the thicket caught, 
Dispelled, as paltry things of nought. 

Foul thoughts that God could lie. 

And was not then the promise true, 
When from the stem of Abraham grew 

The second tree of life. 
Which budded forth on Calvary's height. 
And showed to men a vision bright 

Of hoHest blessings rife ? 

Sad though the fate of Israel be, 
Plunged in dark obscurity. 

And trampled in the dust ; 
Stirred by the hopes of new-bom grace 
Christ taught, and wise, they yet may place 

In Him confiding trust. 

Thine be the time, and thine, Lord, 
True to the dictates of thy word, 

Thine be the only way ; 
Whereby the shades of Judah's night, 
Pierced by the beams of Gospel light 

May turn to brightest day. 



i 
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VIII. 



FIRST SUNDAY IN LENT. 



" So then, brethren, we are not children of the bond-woman, but 

of the ftee."— Gal. iv. 31. 



Free for what end 1 to run the race, 
With thoughtless haste and careless pace, 

Up pleasure's vain and dizzy height 1 
Is it to leave the will \incurbed, 
By no intruding thought disturbed, 

Of reckless ^ong, or lawful right 1 

Is it to swell the torrent's course, 

That bounds with bold and dashing force 

Through sinning man's brief holiday ; 
Heedless alike of heaven above, 
Of man's behests and God's dear love, 

So long as aU is bright and gay 1 

Is it to give foul lusts their fill, 
To check no vice, and know no will, 

Save to bid reasoning care begone 1 
To think that man is ever free 
To lead his life of revelry, 

Till death, the grave, and he are one ? 
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This is tlie gilt but galling chain, 
This the false and dear-bought gain 

Of man's most wretched slavery ; 
Were this the reason why men live, 
Were these the gifts which freedom give, 

Who would such freedom wish to see 1 



IX. 



SECOND SUNDAY IN LENT. 



" And Esau hated Jacob, because of the blessing wherewith his 
fkther blessed him." — Gen. xxvii. 41. 



What else should mortal frailty reap 

But hate from foul deceit ? 
What else but hope of vengeance deep 

In human heart should beat 1 

They were, in sooth, a godless pair, 

That mother and her son, 
Who thought a brother's birthright fair 

Could easily be won 1 

Shame on the dull forgetfulness 
That spumed the gift before. 

And deemed God's highest blessings less 
Than paltry earthly store. 
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"lis not for mortal man to dare 

The anger of his Gk)d ; 
For 'tis no puny thing to bear 

That God's avenging rod. 

And what will He who reigns above 
Think of that fostered hate, 

That turns to gall a brother's love, 
And mars a brother's Me 1 

'Tis better far that each to each 
A helping hand should lend, 

Than make in human love a breach, 
And man with man contend. 

For if the trusting hand is spumed 
Of man with whom we live, 

How shall the priceless gift be earned 
Which God in heaven can give ? 



THIRD SUNDAY IN LENT. 

" But Jesus called them unto him, and said. Suffer little children 
to come unto me, and forbid them not : for of such is the king- 
dom of CkxL"— Luke, xviii 16. * 

Sleep calmly on, for gently o'er thee 
Thy Saviour's guardian wings are thrown ; 

'Tis such as thee, fair innocent. 
He gladly welcomes as His own. 



Helpless, thou need'st some mightier aid 
Than earth or earth-bom love can give ; 

Father of all ! we come to Thee, 
For Thou alone canst bid it live. 

Live ! not the life of earthly men, 
'Midst carnal deeds bereft of love ; 

But rather such a life below 
As angels haply lead above. 

Baptized thou art in holy name 
Of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ; 

A deed which, though by man performed, 
With rapture fills the heavenly host. 

That mystic sign upon thy brow 
Eeminds of death and love sublime ; 

Be not ashamed of Him who died. 
The spotless for the guilt/s crime. 

His banner wield, and nobly thus 
The Christian's holy faith proclaim ; 

'Gainst sin, the world, its tyrant lord, 
Confess that never-dying name. 

To death be faithful, nor till then 
That glorious banner lay aside ; 

Thy God is with thee. Him obey, 
Let earthly good or ill betide. 
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XI. 
FOURTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 

** And Israel said. It is enougli : Joseph my son is yet alive : I will 
go and see him before I die."— Gen. zlv. 28. 

Joy to the old man's heart at last ! 

Joy when life's sand has nearly run ! 
Full many a weary year has passed, 
But now hope's lingering dream is won. 
He heard with grief the brother's lie, 
When they vowed they saw their brother die. 
And bid the father linger on, 
And mourn the death of a long-lost son. 

Strange the fate of that cruel band, 

Who sold a brother's Ufe for gold ; 
Strange that now in a distant land 
A tale so wondrous should be told. 
Here they see, in a robe of state, 
The object of their scornful hate ; 
And lowly bend with suppliant knee, 
Where once they owned no sympathy. 

With famine stricken, pain, and drought. 
They seek the means wherewith to live. 

And find the boy by strangers bought 
Is he who life to them can give : 



Well might they wear the blush of shame 
As they saw with fear their brother's fame, 
And knew withal his heart-strings yearned, 
And love for all their love returned. 

Grief for a time, but oh ! what joy 

It was to them their steps to trace, 
And tell the old man of vhis boy, 
Who longed to see him face to face, 
And bid him welcome to his land, 
Where plenty reigned, and courtiers grand 
Were proud his least commands to obey, 
And to him duteous homage pay. 

*Twas not by chance — 'twas not in man 

This wondrous work of time to do ; 
No deeds like this of mighty span 
Could ever from his power ensue. 
Gk>d drove the wanderer from his home. 
In distant lands awhile to roam. 
That they who scoffed might live to see 
That God the wanderer's hope could be. 

In Him let faith and trust be shown. 

To Him give honour as His due ; 
Let only duty's call be known. 
Come weal or woe, God will be true. 
The darkest hour of mortal care 
Has still some sunlight shining there. 
When faith's hard lesson has been learned. 
And God's high blessing meekly earned. 

c 
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xn. 

FIFTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 

" If I say the truth, why do ye not believe me?"— Jomr, viii. 46. 

Full oft the dream of earthly joy 
Which gilds with fitful hope life's sternest day, 

Proves but to be a worthless toy, 
Nought but a phantom, valueless and gay. 
Until at last, 
When hope is past. 
The flimsy vision flits away. 

The soldier, eager for the fray, 
Spurr'd by the future hope of world-wide fame. 

Looks for a glorious coming day. 
When honour's laurel crown shall deck his name. 
And finds instead 
That earthy bed 
To honour, virtue, vice, the same. 

Too often friendship is a dream, 
The heartless echo of reality ; 

Men are not always what they seem, 
Nor have they tongues and hearts in unity ; 
*Tis often found 
A hollow sound, 
A mock of human sympathy. 
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Not so when God addresses man, 
And tells of glorious hopes that never die ; 

He bids us in our weakness scan 
The mighty wonders of His realms on high ; 
He speaks of love, 
Of heaven above, 
As one with power who cannot lie. 

When Adam fell, 'twas not His will 
That men should always bear their sorrows here, 

And only know a world of ill, 
With nought in life of hope, and all of fear ; 
For man to save 
He freely gave 
On Calvary's mount His Son so dear. 

Long ere this passing world was made 
This future hope was God's own fixed decree ; 

How can the debt by man be paid 
Save by the life of glad humility. 
Which hopes it may. 
In God's good day, 
The fiilness of His glory see 1 
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xin. 

SKTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 

" But as for thee and thy servants, I know that ye will not 3ret 

fear the Lord."— Exod. iz. 30. 

What cared the monarch and his band 
For all th6 man of Gk>d could say ? 

'Twas his to pimish and command, 
'Twas theirs to suffer and obey. 

And yet his people dearly knew 
How mighty was that prophet's rod ; 

By sorrows, neither light nor few, 
They felt the power of Israel's God. 

'Twas no hard task for them to trace 

The angry record, day by day, 
Which turned for them fair nature's face 

To want, to darkness, and decay. 

Their proud king stooped when grief was nigh. 

To ask the hated leader's aid. 
And owned the hand that ruled on high, 

When at his word death's angel stayed. 

But not for all their suffering cries 
Would he his tyrant word gainsay ; 

Let plague and all its ills arise 
To whom it might, still said he "Nay." 
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Vile boaster in his fancied power ! 

Why fling the haughty challenge there ? 
Was Heaven before such threats to cower, 

And nothing for its servants dare ? 

The rolling wave a lesson taught, 
In words of more than human birth, 

That vainly is the battle fought 
'Twixt Gk>d in heaven and man on earth. 

Go to that wondrous story, see 

In those Gbd-written pages dear, 
In sight of Heaven's dread majesty 

The weak may hope, the proud must fear. 



XIV. 

EASTER DAT. 

Death hath no more dominion over him." — Bom. vi. 9. 

All hail, great God ! the hallowed hour 

Of Christian joy and jubilee ; 
The day which showed the Saviour's power 

O'er death and sin's supremacy ! 
Hall to the mighty Conqueror's name 

Who for the world His life's blood gave ; 
But when the hour of victory came, 

Broke the dark bondage of the grave ! 
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Well might their hearts within them bum, 

To think of all those lips had said, 
When at their Master's glad return 

To earth, when death's brief day had fled, 
He told them of His glory won, 

How every promised word was true, 
That He and God in heaven were one, 

Man's victim and his Saviour too. 

'Twas but a passing glimpse of joy, 

But, oh, what hope for them was there ! 
Unlike earth's pleasures, false and coy. 

Which mar man's fate whilst seeming Mr, 
His risen presence spake of peace. 

Such as no earthly power could give, 
A surety of that new release 

Which men might win from Him, and live. 

Now that the mortal form is cast. 

And heaven with rapture claims its own. 
Since every self-sought woe has passed, 

And Satan to his home has flown ; 
What shall the ransomed sinner say. 

Of Him who wrought this glorious deed ? 
How welcome in his heart the day 

Which him from sin's dominion freed ? 

Just as a sinning child would see 
The grief chased from its father's brow. 

And feel the bond of sympathy 
Sealed by a true repentant vow. 



/ 



/ 
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Father of all ! we hear Thee say, 
" Come, weeping mourner, come to me ;" 

We bless with prayerful hearts the day 
That bound the heirs of death to Thee. 



XV. 

FIRST SUNDAY AFTEE EASTER 

" I hare sinned; for I knew not tliat thou stoodeet in the way 

against me."— Nitm. xxli. 84. 

Would that the reckless soul would hear 
The prophet's sad and trembling cry, 

And learn, while yet he may, to fear, 
And know that hourly d?nger *s nigh. 

Would that the weU-trod road of sin 
Were with less tempting pleasure girt ! 

What is there on that track to win, 
Save honour's fall and virtue's hurt I 

Its sight may please, its sounds may lull 
The merry crowd to throng its way ; 

But how can shades of light endure 
The glorious light of coming day ? 



24 IPags 0f iljit j$abbat]^. 

Is there no future — not a time 
Whose doom, for weal or woe, is cast. 

When day and night, region and clime, 
Shall be but visions of the past ? 

God in the way ! Rash trifler, hold ! 

Stay that step which feels no fear ; 
'Tis folly's weakness to be bold. 

And think of sin when Gbd is near. 

Choose ill you may, but ere you look 
With hardened heart on sin*s foul page. 

Think of that dear and holier Book, 
The guide of youth — the hope of age. 

See there the way of heavenly light, 
Marked with the finger of thy Gfod, 

With joy most pure, with love most bright, 
There a safe pathway may be trod. 

Fear not should He in splendour stand 
Across that way ; rejoice to see 

The kindly helping of the hand, 
Stretched out for pity's sake, and thee. 
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XVL 
SECOND SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 

"For so is the will of Ood, that with well-doing ye may put to 
ailenoe the ignoranoe of foolish men." — 1 Fsr. ii. 16. 

What matter what the careless say ? 

Why heed the trifler's laugh 1 
Let them their fitful drama play. 
Their cup of folly quaff! 
Let the selfnseeking world go round, 
And through the haunts of pleasure bound. 
As if there were no other world than this-^ 
No fear of coming wrath, no hope of future blisd ! 

Theirs is the freedom thus to choose 

Their daily course to run ; 
Theirs the rich heritage to lose, 
Which meekly may be won. 
What if they scoff when thoughtful men, 
With humbler mien and wiser ken, 
Choose to make theirs the thinly-trodden road 
Which lightens, as he speeds his way, the pilgrim's load. 

The gayest laughter will not last 

When men are doomed to die ; 
When all the dreams of Hfe have passed. 

That laughter is a lie ! 
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Whilst, Christian, on your heavenly way, 
Let every action loudly say 
This circuit may by all be safely trod ; 
Here may the mortal reach his own immortal Qod. 

The prayer that seeks a brother's good, 

The hand that helps his need, 
Is like the serpent as it stood, 
And did that glorious deed, 
Which made the hosts of Israel see 
Where would their welcome succour be. 
When Qod had in His vengeance furious grown, 
And hungry death with greedy vigour claimed his own. 

They looked and lived, and so may we. 

By fidth, by prayer, by love. 
Make sinning fools their foUy see, 
And seek their aid above : 
Ood*s messengers on earth are those 
Who, such as He in old time chose, 
Show by their lives 'tis wise to tread the way 
Which leads at last through earth to realms of perfect 
day. 
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XVIL 
THIED SUNDAY AFTEE EASTER. 

" Unto thee it was shewed, that thou mightest know that the 
Lord be is God ; there is none beside him."— Dbut. iv. 86. 

"lis said that on the broad expansive reahn 
Where Britain holds her sway, no sun can set ; 
Wide as the world her empire — dazzling bright ! 
With sovereign power she holds dominion 
O'er nations counted, in her pride of heart, 
By hundreds ; they most gladly own their thraldom. 
Vain, foolish boast it is ! the power is hers ; 
But in that rare fulness of possession. 
Vast though it be, we shall not find her glory. 
In days long past, a wanderer on the earth, 
To worldly pomp, with all its glittering train, 
A stranger, bid men hearken to His voice ; 
Of godly mien, yet humble form. He spake 
As one with whom there dwelt a majesty 
As yet unfelt before by men. Of sin 
He told them, and the loss by them sustained 
Through sin's indulgence ; himself their Saviour. 
To the whole world His mission He proclaimed. 
Time quickly passed, and soon that warning voice 
Was hushed in seeming death. Scarce checked by signs 
Which Heaven in its righteous wrath showered down, 
Men wagged their heads to see this wanderer die. 
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Where are they now ? their nation's glory gone. 
Time points with trembling finger, and records 
In mouldering relics where, as if in mockery, 
The glorious sun reflects their humbled pride, 
On barren plains and trackless desert sands — 
" There lie the laughing scomers of their Lord ! " 

Oh, England ! minister of God on earth ! 
Thine is a holy task ! the light that shone 
On Sinai's mount with such resplendent fire, 
That men, with all their daring, could not fix 
Their gaze on the Almighty's presence there, 
Shorn of its terrors, pours its beams on thee. 
The Almoner of Gkni's bequest to men. 
To Thee the world must look ! His holy Church 
The instrument, Thyself that Church's home ! 
These are Thy elements of power — these 
The gems that glisten in Thy diadem. 
Where'er Thine arm can reach proclaim men's guilt,^ 
But with that guilt Christ's sovereign power to save. 
Thy guerdon is a rich one — Gk)d's approval — 
The world through Thee in one sweet golden band 
Of love united through a Saviour's blood I 
This is Thy task ; neglected, it will prove 
That all Thy power was worse than vanity ; 
Thy treasures serving but to gild Thy tomb. 
Accomplish it, whatever betide, the roll 
Of coming time may be in wrath imforled. 
Full of dark judgments from an angry Ood, 
Still Thou mayest cry with fidth, " Thj will be done." 
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XVIIL 
FOURTH SUNDAY AJTEB EASTER. 

" And some believed the things which were qx>ken, and some 
believed not*'— Acts, xxviii. 24. 

So has it been since spoke with earnest love 

The holy Nazarene, 
Who told the world His mission from above, 

How sinful it had been ; 
How for its sins Himself the sacrifice 

From heaven had freely come, 
And paid with gladly-offered zeal the price, 
Of His own precious blood the costly sum. 

And when His servants to their Master's caU 

Full credence gave. 
And drank, like Him, the cup of bitter gall. 

Intent alone to save ; 
Earning at once the martyr's crown and rod, 

Fit ministers of heaven ; 
How few they found all-trusting in their God ! 
What meagre welcome to their gift was given ! 

Nor can we in this full and freer day 

Of holy Gospel light 
Another story tell, and truly say 

That all is calmly bright ; 
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That men will weigh their soula in reason's scale, 

And estimate their worth ; 
And do not) as they wisely reason, fail 
To scan the value of their second birth. 

Not so ; merely to hold the Bible true, 

And grant it is no lie, 
Is not belief — is not the trust that's due 

To God's high majesty. 
Where is the loving heart that feels how dear 

Is every sacred page 1 
Where is the bold resolve, the honest fear, 
Lest Satan in the heart imchecked should rage ? 

Oh, Rome I fallen and lost ! had but the voice 

Of Paul the martyr stirred 
Thy heart to prayerful deeds, and to rejoice 

At what thy spirit heard ; 
Instead of pouring on thy thirsty strand 

That martyr's sainted blood, 
In after days might thy less guilty land 
Have been of light the centre and the flood. 

But, no ; thou stand'st a witness, and the bane 

Of what might save thee ! 
May we from thy fast-crumbling greatness gain. 

And from the mystery 
Of thy decay learn how to love and prize 

That hallowed gift of thine ! 
So to our nation's holy mission rise, 
And, held by God, for other's guidance shine. 
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XIX. 

FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 

But the Lord hearkened unto me at that time also.' 

Dextt. ix. 19. 

God heard his prayer, and He will hear 
With gladdest welcome, and invite 

The faintest breath of humble fear 
That lives by fiEiith and trusting sight. 

No home too dark, no heart too low, 

No sinking sorrow in the soul 
Can deal to sinning man a blow 

Too hard, to bend to his control 

The faltering lips of palsied age, 

The lisping infant at his prayer, 
The ripened wisdom of the sage, , 

Alike find fitting welcome there. 

What though the world looks coldly on. 
Nor pitying heeds the mourner's sigh, 

Hope has not from this sad scene gone ; 
Though grief be sickening — God is mgh. 
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Not till the Saviour's friend was dead, 
And o'er the grave the sisters wept ; 
Not till within his last dark bed 
' Their suffering brother calmly slept, 

Did Jesus by that grave-side pour 
The tears which, with a scanty heed, 

He seemed to have withheld before, 
And lightly spumed the hour of need. 

So when the seal of grief has set 
Its deepest impress on the heart ; 

When want with niggard hand is met, 
Till soul from earth is fain to part ; 

Fen then the mighty arm is raised 
When prayerful hands are upward bent, 

And God by mortal man is praised 
For mercies by His goodness sent. 

Let not by wilful, thoughtless pride, 
That mercy in its richness sleep ; 

By careless sin turn not aside 
A gift so rich, a love so deep. 
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XX. 



SUNDAY AFTEB ASCENSION DAT. 

" That ye may with one mind and one mouth glorify God, eren 
the Father of our Lord Jesua Christ." — Boic xt. 6. 

What cry is that within the walls 

Of England's Church proclaimed ? 
It is not true her bannerets 

With hostile blood are stained : 
The traitor knows no victory, 

Her enemies still quail, 
Her voice is still triumphant heard. 

Nor does her courage faiL 

Oh, no ! she stands as gloriously 

As ever she has stood ; 
Her praise is still re-echoed by 

The virtuous and the good : 
For though her enemies are strong, 

And all their force combine, 
She feels not all their threatenings. 

She never need repine. 

The voice we hear is one, alas ! 

Which never there should sound ; 
It is the voice of discord heard 

Where peace should e'er be found : 

D 
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Oh, do not you, her ministers, 
Within her bosom shout 

The cry of civil discontent, 
Of cavilling and doubt. 

We need no jarring cry within 

The temple of our God ; 
It is not meet that we should heed 

Of party strife the nod : 
If judgments clash in learning's halls. 

Let kindness reign around, 
For 'tis not right that we should be 

By other feelings boxmd. 

Let union be your watchword, 

The GospePs peace your ai#. 
And as you bow the knee to God, 

His peacefiilness proclaim : 
Be sure that godliness alone 

Our victory will win, 
Though strife in others may be found. 

In us indeed 'tis sin. 
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XXI. 



WHIT SUNDAY. 



" On the soTenth day shall be a solemn assembly to the Lord thy 
God ; thou c^alt do no work therein." — Deut. xvi. 8. 



Oh ! the house of God, where our fathers trod, 

With fear its hallowed grounds ; 
'Tis a reverend place, for there the grace 

Of Gfod in its home abounds. 

'Tia there His praise, as in ancient days, 

We sing in a holy strain ; 
*Tis there we know, as onward we go. 

This world to be passing vain. 

Does the joyous bell, with its sweet notes tell 

Of sorrow, grief, or pain ? 
Oh, no 1 those chimes in their holy rhymes 

Bid the Christian joy again. 

Six days of toil, that mortal coil 

By sin aroimd us cast, 
Have passed away, and the sacred day 

Returns, our hope at last. 



36 Itags 0f tj^t Sabbdl^. 

Then enter there its portals fair, 

And gladly grant the time 
Our Gbd demands at the sinner's hands, 

To the sinner a boon sublime. 

With earnest zeal now swell the peed, 

And heartfelt praises give ; 
In prayer sincere declare the fear 

Of God in your hearts to live. 

And look around on that hallowed groimd 

Where the dead in stillness lie. 
And know that you, when your time is due, 

Will be called to slumber by. 

Whilst the worldling laughs as the cup he quaffii 

Of sin, with its deadly bane. 
And those holy aisles with sin defiles, 

In spite of the sacred fiane ; 

Go, Christian, go, and on earth below 

Meet God in His temple there ; 
The praises sing of your heavenly King, 

And His word with gladness hear. 
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XXII. 



TRINITY SUNDAY. 



And lo, a Toice from heaven, saying, This is my beloved Son, in 
whom I am well pleased."— Matt. iii. 17. 



Wbll might the servant humbly fear 

Hisf Saviour's inessenger to be, 
To serve for such an honoured end 

The office of His ministry. 

Was ever earthly river blest 
Act erst wto Jordan's holy stream, 

When o'er its flowing water glowed 
That bright, mysterious, heavenly gleam ? 

When to declare Christ's mission due, 

God's Holy Spirit from above 
Took, as fit emblem of its work. 

The gentle likeness of a dove ? 

When that supreme, all-fearful voice. 
His loving Father^s solemn seal. 

Declared that He would plainly thus 
The Son's permitted task reveal ? 
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On no such wondrous sight as this, 

With aU its triune dignity, 
Had mortal vision ever gazed, 

Or dreamed that it could ever be. 

And so from that thrice-hallowed stream 
Forth came the Saviour of the world, 

And on its banks with martyr zeal 
The banner of His truth unfurled ; 

To plant it on that holy hill, 
Where by the oflfering of His blood 

He stayed through suffering, grief, and pain, 
Of heaven's high wrath, and sin, the flood. 

There, sinning mortal, heir of woe. 

Bow with reverential knee. 
And own, whilst yet the day is thine, 

The power of heaven's high Majesty. 

Let not the darkness of the grave 
Shut out from thy self-blinded sight 

A vision by such wonders won. 
Of heavenly love and heavenly light. 
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xxm. 

FIRST SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

" I am going the way of all the earth."— Josh, xxiii. 14. 

Oh, call me not to earth again ! 

My spirit &in would go 
To Qod, who summons me to leave 

My dearest friends below. 

I cannot see those tender sighs 

Of heartfelt sorrow fall, 
Without a pang of mortal pain 

At parting from you all. 

Yet why those tears ? Weep not for me ; 

This bitter grief is vain : 
Nor prayers nor tears of mortal men 

Can call me back again. 

I know you've watched me from a child, 

With aye the fondest care, 
And hoped that I should one day be 

A treasure, rich and rare. 

I know with some full many an hour 

Of joyous mirth I've passed ; 
Such hours that, with a childish dread, 

We feared to reach the last. 
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But all have fled — all hopes are gone 

Of long enjoyment here ; 
Nought now is left but memory's dream 

Of days and hours so dear. 

Yet hope, my friends, is far from gone, 
You need not deem me lost ; 

The vessel oft the harbour gains 
By many a tempest tossed. 

I go but from you for a while — 
You soon will join me there. 

Where 'midst a blaze of heavenly light 
"Us always passing fair. 

My Father calls me to my home, 

Where I now long to be ; 
He bids me join in holy choir 

His sacred minstrelsy. 

Oh, you who now around me weep, 
Come, cheer me on my way ; 

My soul, to earth no longer bound, 
Seeks its new home to-day. 
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XXIV. 



SECOND SUNDAY AFTEB TETNITT. 



" Do ye look on things after the outward appearance T"— 

2 Ck>B. X. 7. 



Vain looking if you do, — no gleam 

That ever by its flitting lured 
The wanderer from his rightful way, 

And by its fitful glare ensur^ 
His stepping into danger's track, 
Can lead so far astray as lack 
Of honour in the hearts of those 
Who by their acts their hollow words disclose. 

The sickly frame and palsied limb, 
The body worn by pain or woe. 

That seems as if the feeblest tie 
Bound it to everything below ; 

Of beauty and of grace bereft, # 

With nought of comely feature left 

To show its impress is divine. 
May yet a jewel in its case enshrine. 
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The stalwart frame of goodly men 

May in its utmost depths conceal 
The seed of some corrapting ill, 

Which future days may yet reveal 
To wond'ring eyes, who loved to see 
A form so full of majesty, 
And thought that surely there was all 
That men for sturdy beauty godlike calL 

There is a band whose union fair 
No foul deceit can ever hredk — 

The bond of Christian unity, 
Which bids men live for Jesus' sake. 

They may be feeble to the eye. 

They may not on high looks rely ; 

But Qod is with them, and they show 
How words and deeds in blessed concert flow. 

Their arms are prayer, their life is hope, 

A holy and an honoured band ; 
Qod's servants, ever fearing how 

They in His holy presence stand : 
They need no mentor to remind 
Their straying thoughts of love refined ; 
They live, knowing a living lie 
Will eani the wrath of heaven's high Msgesty. 



XXV. 

THIBD SUNDAY AFTEB TBINITT. 

** There is none holy as the Lord : for there is none beside theo : 
neither is there any rock like our God."— 1 Sam. ii. 2. 

Wise mother ! thus to see the Lord ; 
Thus, in assurance of His word, 
To own the gift by Heaven's boon gain'd. 
Long sought, by earnest prayer attained. 

None holy in His might as He, 
Whose hand poor mortals well may see 
Li ev'ry step they daily tread — 
Qod of the hying and the dead. 

How shall the sinner hymn his praise ? 
How in due words the anthem raise, 
And tell of all His wondrous might, 
Source of all holiness and light ? 

Before such power mere sense must pale, 
And falt'ring tongues of men must fail. 
If, in their haste, they hope to span 
God's measure by His creature man. 

Far from such compass though He be, 
Li lofty might and majesty, 
He will not from His word depart, 
Or spurn the thankful praying heart. 
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See Him in every passing day, 

See Him direct thee on the way, 

And own the guidance is divine 

Which stoops to bless such steps as thine. 



XXVI. 

FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

*' Therefore said he unto them. The harvest truly is greats but 
the labourers are few : pray ye therefore the Lord of the har- 
vest, that he T^ould send forth labourers into his harvest.**— 
Luke, z. 2. 

Men talk of England's well-eam'd fame, and teU 
How from a little sea-girt isle, a sp^ck . 
Of smallest form on this created world 
WhereoD we dwell, there springs a flood of lights 
That far and wide illuminates whole tracts 
Of distant lands — that, reigning on the sea 
With sway supreme, boundless as ocean wave 
She wields her sceptre. They call her dearest. 
And flrst-bom child of Freedom : nought, they say. 
Knows she of slavery, save how to knock 
Away its clanging fetters, and to bid it 
Lose its old name, and be no longer slavery. 
They say, that in this Hght to recreate . 
Is to be blessed indeed. It charms, it grants 
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A new existence, and enables men, 
Once slaves of darkened passions, to forego 
Their wonted nature, and at once to bear 
The mark of reason's stamp, noble in purpose. 
Sons worthy of their goodly parentage. 

Surely men fable I else it is not true 
That we can hear invoked, in suppliant tone, 
Vishnu's or Dorga*s venerated name : 
No idol ever can in trimnph reign 
Where England holds dominion — ^*tis not true. 

Alas ! there is no fiction there. The light 
From €k>d that spreads its bright but cheering rays 
O'er this green spot, is not through us vouchsafed 
To all who call us masters Worldly wise. 
We send them reason's dingy lamp — no guide 
From heaven, to bid that reason cling to God. 
Frail pinnacle of glory this ! Would we 
Enlarge our borders, and a heritage 
Secure, full worthy of our high estate. 
Whilst we maintain with iron grasp of war 
Minions of England's arm, to raise her name 
High midst the nations' pedigrees, remember 
Ere we must, by whose Almighty power 
O'er such we dominate, and call them ours, 
lis not by arm of flesh alone, 'tis not 
By kings' decrees, or subjects' glorious deeds 
Of valorous might, that we thus conquering rule — 
The Ood of battles, high in heaven enthroned. 
Wields for us His mighty arm — all resistless. 
He rides forth, crowning us with victory. 
That we His faithful, preaching messengers 
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May be to dark benighted lands, and spread 
His glorious name where yet insensate gods, 
Man's handiwork, man's cringing worship claim. 

Gird on thy armour, England's Church ! gird on 
Thy mailed coat ! send forth thy valiant sons, 
"With prayerful hearts and stem resolve, to pass 
Thy watchword boldly on through weal or woe ! 
Vast plains there are that need thy sheltering, 
Or rather that which thou, as almoner 
For God, canst oflfer. Gird thine armour on : 
Thine is the work, the shame and glory thine — 
Thine, if with power to give God's gift to man, 
The will be wanting ; glory that, through thee. 
Men call on God, know both themselves and Him, 
And meet with thee, though distant be their home, 
Around our Father's throne, and children-like. 
In penitence and holy fear of sin. 
The heathen raise their suppliant hands to God. 



XXVII. 

FIFTH SUNDAY AFTEE TBINITY. 

And all this assembly shall know that the Lord saveth not 
with sword and spear." — 1 Sam. xviL 47. 

Well said, thou gallant shepherd boy. 
Thy noble deed was nobly done ; 

Thou hast with no child's toy 
Such glorious vict'ry won. 



As was the boy in early years, 
With courage bold and trusting hope, 

Cowed by no trembling fears, 
Quick with his foe to cope ; 

Such was he when, as Israel's king. 
He dared before his warrior foe 

The same God*s praise to sing. 
And so to battle go. 

How strong the mighty arm that shed 
O'er him its vast protecting power ! 

His hosts to arms Qod led. 
His strength. His during power ! 

Still with His faithful servant found, 
He sped him on his onward way, 

And made his name resound 
For many a future day. 

Till David's fame and Judah's might 
Bid nations in their terror turn, 

And, wondering at the sight, « 

From Israel wisdom learn. 



So, mighty Gk)d of battles, wield 
For us thy right avenging arm ; 

Thy trusting servants shield 
From frantic war's alarm. 



48 fags oi ilft Sabbat^. 

May we in truest wisdom see 
Whose hand directs the gory strife, 

Who gives the stem decree 
Of glory, death, or life ; 



And use for thee the victory sought, 
For holier ends than mortal gain ; 

That they may yet be taught, 
Who lure their gods in vain. 

How vast the power, and high the praise 
Due to thy boundless majesty : 

That heathen men may raise 
Their new-bom vows to thee. 



xxvm. 

SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER TBINITY. 



"Aud the Lord make you to increase and abound in loye one 
toward another."—! Thb8& iii. 12. 



Gbeat God of Hosts, incline our souls 

This holy prayer to love ; 
Teach us to own its source divine, 

A precept from above. 



Wha^ words can compass in their grasp 

The value of the tie 
Which binds men by the silken cord 

Of Christian unity 1 



For wicked deeds shall men conspire, 

For passing gain imite, 
In banded brotherhood of crime 

With manly courage fight ? 

Whilst they who deem God's sovereign law 

The only safe control, 
Are careless of the Spirit's sign 

Of love within the soul ? 

Shall every struggling power be strained 

To serve some worldly end. 
Whilst few for God and God's decrees 

Their scant assistance lend ? 

Let no such shame as this belong 

To tnose who own His sway, 
Who thought no gift too great for men 

To wipe their tears away. 

When sin had done its deadliest work. 

And roused the Father's ire, 
Who doomed men to the heritage 

Of hell's insatiate fire. 

E 
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Shame to him if, with careless hearty 
The Christian should forget 

How all his life long sins of old 
With kindness have been met! 

Shame ! if he cares not to return 
More than the Christian name, 

And is not mindful of the source 
From whence his mercies came. 



XXIX. 

SEVENTH SUNDAY AFTER TBINITY. 

*' And David inquired of the Lord."— 2 Sam. xad. 1. 

" Each day's alike ! " the Atheist says 

He knows no ruling God ; 
He looks not to His mercy-seat, 

Nor heeds His chastening rod. 

To him each passing day reveals 
No wonder-working power. 

Nor does he to his Maker yield 
One fleeting, passing hour. 
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** Each day's alike ! ** the heartless says : 

No other care has he, 
Save how to him the cup is brought 

Of heedless revelry. 

He quaflfe it off, but never knows — 

Nor cares he e*er to know — 
How sunny and how shady is 

Our pathway here below. 

Each day is not alike : the sun 

Does sometimes brighter shine ; 
Fond memory will aroimd our hearts 

Some hallowed days entwine. 

The cloud of woe o'er others breaks, 
And dulls their brightening prime, 

And marks with many a grievous weight 
The onward steps of time ; 

But come what may, the wise man makes 

Inquiry of the Lord, 
And sees in each occurring deed 

A message of His word. 

Some sent to cheer when hope is dead, 

Some to check wanton pride ; 
But all alike the great God's gift. 

To help, to guard, to chide. 
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XXX. 

EIGHTH SUNDAY APTEB TBINITY. 

" That thou doest, do quickly."— John, xiii. 27. 

What mortal mind can wondering tell 
How by the Spirit Christ was led, 

Or what the woe which sternly fell, 
When words like these were meekly said ? 

Sad thoughts had hovered round that board 
Where servant had with Master met, 

When all, save one, that love adored, 
Which paid for man so rioh a debt. 

One heart, with guile and sin oppressed. 
Came cringing to the Saviour's feet, 

But could not there in quiet rest. 
Nor freedom from its burden meet. 

He offered but a scoffer's knee, 
A traitor's heart within him beat ; 

*Twas not within his ken to see 
A love so gentle, hope so sweet. 

And when the recreant deed was done, 
True service changed for blood-stained pelf, 

Then was the gnawing grief begun 
That dared not live, and hated self. 



The heart was hopeless, for it knew 
How dark and dreary was the way 

Which, step by step, so deadly grew, 
As e'en a Saviour to betray. 

But boast not o'er this fallen man, 
The traitor's heart in you may dweU; 

And you, a slave to sin's foul ban, 
Your Master's honoured name may sell. 

Take heed, and try by faith and prayer. 

With love and true sincerity. 
An honoured Christian name to bear : 

Try thus to live, and thus to die. 



XXXI. 

NINTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

" And after the fire a still small voice. "->1 Rings, xix. 12. 

When passion rages in the breast 

In full and mad career. 
When burning anger knows no rest, 

And fury's heat no fear ; 
The strong wind rends the bursting heart, 
Remorse's fiercest pinions dart. 
Fell anguish does ^ts direful part. 

But God is never near. 



i 
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Give me to know how blest are they 
Who care God's precepts to obey, 
And, spuming all the hints of pride, 
By His unening truth abide. 



And should my faith at times grow dim. 

May I be humbly led to Him 

Who teaches men, when weak, to see 

The power of God's supremacy ; 

That, when this day of life is o'er, 

I may above its vision soar, 

And know that hope to be the best 

Which finds in heaven its lasting rest. 



xxxin. 

ELEVENTH SDISDAT AFTEE TRINITY. 

" Are not Abana and Pharpar, rivers of Damascus, better than 
all the waters of Israel? May I not wash in them and be clean? " 
— 2 Kings, v. 12. 

So says the sinner to his God ! 

Vain in his own conceit. 
He sees not in the written page 
Which God has penned, from age to age, 

A cure for all his ailments meet. 
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Dull reason will not wisely stoop 

To drink from such a source, 
But fondly thinks, in wayward guise, 
Its shallow learning far too wise 

To seek its aid by such a course. 



It knows there is a gnawing want, 

A craving for the good, 
A want that earth cannot supply, 
A sting from which it cannot fly. 

That bids it seek for higher food. 

And yet the task is deemed too great 

To give the soul to God ; 
The service is too grievous thought 
Which Jesus' blood so dearly bought : 

He'd rather bear the sceptic's rod. 

Well should the lasting choice be made, 

Well scanned that book of &te ; 
For what if God's decree be spumed, 
What if the scomer's doom be earned, 
And halting trust comes all too late ? 

What if the Jordan of the cross 

Which we so trifling deem, 
Be never bid to show its power, 
Nor on the doubting victim shower 

The wonders of its healing stream ? 
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What can the might of Pharpar do 

But pluDge the soul in hell ? 
The vast deceit of human aid, 
The wreck for age that it has made, 
The dark domains of sin will telL 



XXXIV. 

TWELFTH SUNDAY AFTER TEINITT. 



" I have not shunned to declare unto you the whole counsel of 

€k)d.V— Acts, xx. 27. 



Would that God's messenger on earth, 
The man to whom the task is given 
To tell men of that holy birth 
Which leads direct to heaven, 
Could always with the holy martyrs say 
He learned with ardent zeal his Master's will to obey. 

With humble fear should sinning man 

The mission to his Master leave ; 
He who has felt and known the ban 
Which sin can round him weave, 
Has need to know that not by mortal hand 
Can work like this the test of God's keen wisdom stand. 



Man*s province is by prayer to do 

What, prayerless, he can never reach, 
And show that neither small nor few 
Are lessons he can teach ; 
When taught himself by that great Spirit's lore 
Who once to Jesus' work His faithful witness bore. 

Work fit for angel hosts above, 

Who from their fealty never fell, 
To bid men think of Christ's great love 
WTiose depths no tongue can tell ! 
The meaner earthly vessels well may fear 
Lest they should feebly do a work to God so dear. 

The teacher and the taught will meet 
On that dread future judgment-day, 
When God will call them to His seat, 
Their final debt to pay : 
The teacher then before God's throne shall tell 
How from his lips the solemn words of warning fell. 

And if the taught should never heed 

The wisdom which the preacher spoke, 
But dai'e deny the sinner's need. 
And should no aid invoke ; 
Sad doom upon his hopeless soul will burst — 
By sin condemned, by God's eternal law accursed ! 

Oh, then, be faithful to thy trust. 
And wage the Christian warrior's fight ; 
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Let no deceit nor sinful lust 
Be blinded to thy sight : 
But, messenger of God, be ever true 
To Him to whom on earth thy plighted faith is due. 



XXXV. 

THIRTEENTH SUNDAY AFTEE TRINITY. 

" Keep the passover unto the Lord your God."— 2 Kikos, xziii. 21. 

Glad homage may the thankful Christian pay 

At this his happier day, 
When Judah's law, fierce in its glaring light, 

Has passed from earthly sight. 
And led forth, full of gentleness and love. 
The spirit of the heavenly Dove 
That hovered o*er the Saviour's hallowed head. 
As erst He meekly stood in Jordan's honoured bed. 

Well may we joy as now we live to see, 

By God's great mystery, 
Those old things passed away, and truly know, 

As on our course we go, 
How richer is the grace on us bestowed. 
How Hghter far the Christian's load. 
Than that which Israel in its covenant bore — 
The fearful terrors of that old world's sacred lore. 



Shall Israers stern resolves put ours to shame, 

And dim the sparkling flame 
Of purest love, which from our hearts should mount 

As daily we recount 
The mercy of the cross which we received : 
And they in distant faith believed ? 
Sm^ely the gushing blaze of Sinai*s ray 
Can never pale the light that shone on Calvary's day ! 

They kept the feast, because to God was due 

From them submission true ; 
They knew that none but His almighty hand 

Upheld their home and land ; 
They saw the witness to His wondrous word 
In each succeeding day's record, 
And knew that nought could truer wisdom be 
Than that which duly bent before God's majesty. 

How can we less with godly rapture bum 1 

What other lesson learn ? 
Ours be it thus our loving God to know, 

And learn, whilst here below, 
How men may God with mammon's vice compare, 
And so earth's fitful burden bear. 
That when the sand of life its day has run. 
They may with trusting gladness say, "Thy will be 
done !" 



i 
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XXXVI. 

FOURTEENTH SUNDAY AFTES TBINITT. 

"The wages of sin is death."— Bom. vi. 28. 

Step lightly o*er it, — it is not meet 
To press the grave with unhallowed feet : 
Tis sacred all, e*en the surrounding air, 
For an infant*s form lies buried there. 

Short was its life as the passing day, 

Ere it winged its flight on its heavenward way ; 

Down, down beneath that new-laid sod. 

Its body lies — its soul with God. 

It knew no guile — it knew no grief — 
Its life was e'en as the vapours brief; 
It never felt the sting of care, 
For mortal woe found no resting there. 

Think, stranger, think that God above 
On this infant's grave has stamped His love ; 
Tom from the world, and mortal strife. 
He has bid it rise to heavenly life. 

Art thou, then, ready, should the dart 
Of God's directing pierce thine heart '? 
If not, remember this is death, — 
Short is the tenure of mortal breath. 
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He who bids thee live to-day, 
May, perchance, to-morrow say, 
Come, spirit, come, thine earthly day, 
At my command, must glide away. 

Oh, then, prepare for His chast'ning rod, 
Prepare with speed to meet thy God: 
Heed not the deeds of the fleeting day, 
For the things of life must pass away. 



xxxvn. 



FIFTEENTH SUIfDAT AFTER TRINITY. 

** Behold, I will bring upon Judoh, and upon all the inhabitants 
of Jerusalem, all the evil that I have pronounced against them : 
because I have spoken unto them, but they have not heard ; and 
I have called unto them, but they have not answered." — Jer. 
xxzv. 17. 

Sad words, that with dread truthfulness unfold 
The Gk)d-sent mysteries and deeds of old ! 
Whereby the Lord of heaven and earth 
Proclaimed to men His power and worth, 
That they might learn, with reverential awe, 
To honour with a child-like faith their Maker's law. 
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Sad case, when an indignant God began 
Thus to reveal Himself to erring man : 
When mercy, now compelled to sleep, 
With justice armed, in anger deep. 
Robbed of his due, man's worship and applause, 
He deigned before the world to plead his righteous 
cause. 

With what effect let barren wastes proclaim ! 
Speak, desert wilds, where cities known to fame 
Have passed their fair and dazzling day ! 
Speak, Judah's fallen glory ! say. 
Where are the triumphs of a bygone age, 
The warrior's conquering might, the wisdom of the 
sage ? 

Swept with a whirlwind's force from earth's bright 

face 
The scattered hosts of God's, once favoured race. 
Need no diviner's rod to tell 
The height of fame from whence they feU, — 
Marked with the brand of God's consuming sword, 
Their ruins stamp the truth of His almighty word. 

Waste is that vineyard, desolate and lone I 
The harp of Israel long has lost the tone 
Wherewith, in heaven-directed lays. 
It tuned its gladly-offered praise 
To Him alone, by whose protecting hand 
Their fathers gained the riches of their long-lost land. 



Weep, Zion, weep ! yet through those blinding 

tears, 
Shed o'er the grave of past and happier years, 
E'en now may pierce a brighter ray, 
In hope of that forthcoming day. 
When, as thy sainted prophets erst have told. 
Thy God again shall call thee to His loving fold. 



XXXVIII. 



SIXTEENTH SUNDAY AFTEB TRINITY. 



** But it shall not be so among you : but whosoever will be 
great among you, let him be your minister ; and whosoever will 
be chief among you, let him be your servant." — Matt. xx. 26, 27. 



Well might such words of humble teaching flow 

From such a source divine ! 
To purer fount of wealth can Christian go, 

Or vein of richer mine ] 
Who should the stem demands of duty tell, 

As on our course we tread. 
Like Him who bore the weight himself so well. 
To every thought of pride and grandeur dead ? 

V 
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When lowly form of sinning man was sought 

By God*s most willing Son, 
When by such deed the Father's smile was bought, 

And ransomed souls were won ; 
'Twas not some prince's robe the Saviour wore, 

Nor sheen of high estate ; 
No courtly splendour round His steps He bore. 
Nor ghttering symbols of the earthly great. 

A poor man's form was strangely hallowed there 

By Him of high degree ; 
He chose to hghtly heed the gifts so rare 

Of earthly treasury, 
And tell men of the goodly gift above, 

Of richest heavenly worth. 
That prize which issues from His own vast love, 
And, sinking earthly dross, seeks heavenly birth. 

If He a servant to His own became, 

That they in love might live. 
What should the Christian think of worldly fame, 

Or all the earth can give ? 
His prayer in every hour of life should be 

In earnest zeal preferred. 
That he may choose that sweet humility 
Which they of old thus wondering saw and heard. 
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SEVENTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

*' Behold, all sotOs are mine.'*— Ezbk. xviii. 4. 

No hour's without its passing-bell, 

That milestone on our way, 
Set that each living man may tell 

How fleeting is his day. 

The mouldVing records of the past 

Are but the storied page, 
Which mark how certain and how fast 

The step from age to age. 

The temple's heaven-directed tower, 

By many a wild storm worn, 
Battered alike by tempest's power, 

And crash, of thunder born, 

Tells of decay, no less than they 

Who 'neath its shadow lie. 
Doomed in God's own time to obey 

Their final destiny. 

The gorgeous works of long-past time 
Leave but their fleeting name ; 

All else has gone, their vigorous prime 
Known but by sounding fame. 



68 Itags of t^e Sabbat!^. 

Where are the trophies which of old 

Full many a warrior bore ? 
Where are the stalwart men, and bold, 

Who many a laurel wore 1 

Gk)ne, like their deeds, from memory's book- 

The gentlest, bravest, best ; 
They who the world with wonder shook, 

Gone to their lonely rest ! 

And when a few short years are gone, 

What record will be seen ; 
All in the silent tomb alone. 

That we have ever been 1 

All souls are His, and so is thine. 

His for eternity ; 
What light within that tomb will shine 1 

Where will thy comfort be ? 

That crumbhng dust shall rise once more. 

Full heir of joy or pain ; 
What if the cross the Saviour bore 

Was borne for thee in vam ? 

Think yet in time, for nought can stay 
Death's surely-grasping hand ; 

How shall thy soul on that great day 
Before God's judgment stand 1 
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XL. 
EIGHTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

*' Who is sufficient for these things?"— 2 Cob. ii. 16. 

Who, minister of God, can compass well, 
In all its fulness that grand work of thine 1 

Who but thyself can with such fervour tell 
The need that light upon thy steps should shine ? 

Not such a light as marks the worker's way 
Through paths of worldly toil for honour's gain, 

That in its using lives but for a day, 
And meets, mayhap, from worldly hands its stain. 

But light of purer hue and brighter sheen. 
Whose lustre earthly taint can never dim ; 

The gleaming light from God, which aye has been 
The guiding star that leads to heaven and Him. 

Hard is the task to stir the deadened heart. 
To leave its dear-loved world, its grovelling care, 

For wealth from which it one day needs must paiii, 
And, God-called, stand in all its weakness there. 

Where all will be as though it had not been 
On earth's fair surface with its witching guile ; 

Where God in fullest judgment will be seen. 
The blest to welcome home, and doom the vile. 
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'Tis hard to tune men's hearts to songs of joy. 
When sorrow's load lies heavy on the breast ; 

To bid them deem as nought the earth's alloy. 
And think of God, and God's eternal rest. 

Still, though the banner weakly may be borne 

Through serried ranks of those who spurn its sway, 

The Christian's panoply may yet be worn, 
The victory won in God's own time and way. 

Where erring men must fail God's sovereign grace 
Will make His servant in his weakness bold ; 

And whilst he labours in his holy race, 
The boundless riches of His aid unfold. 

Then speed thee well in strength that's not thine own, 
God speed thee in thy hard but glorious deed ; 

So shalt thou reap as thou in faith hast sown. 
And wakened sinners to their Maker lead. 



XLL 

NINETEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TfimiTY. 

' We are not careM to answer thee in this matter." — Dan. iii. 16. 

Proud answer to a prouder king ! 
These feeble notes must faintly sing 
The worth of such a deed ! 
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Of honour's crown from every age, 
Of praise from many a histor/s page, 
They earned no stinted meed ! 

It must have been a dazzling sight ! 
Fair Dura's plain with grandeur dight. 

And roused by martial din ! 
When trumpets sounded and bended knee, — 
Sad sign of false humility, — 

Proclaimed a nation's sin ! 

The blazoned scutcheon waved on high, 
The dulcet sound of minstrelsy. 

The shouting courtier crowd ! 
Wild in his hot and reckless boast, 
Of such a scene and such a host 

Their monarch might be proud ! 

But pride like that must have a fall : 
'Twas his to hear a holier call, 

Rimg with a louder blast ! 
Those young men, bold in hallowed trust, 
Spumed his decree as worthless dust, 

Whilst wonderers stood aghast ! 

No threat of angry majesty. 

No fear of what on earth might be 

Their sad and wretched fate. 
No furnace with its angry roar, 
No power which baffled monarch wore, 

Could their true £uth abate. 
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And nobly did their triumph bring 
Peace to the conscience-stricken king, 

Peace from the Son of God ! 
That form which in the flame was seen, 
Had to his trembling vision been 

The bearer of the rod. 

He saw, and worshipped what he saw ! 
Gems from another gentler law 

Within his heart were stored ; 
Praises and blessings now were found 
Within those sin-stained realms to sound. 

And God was now adored. 

Faith thus of old due honour gained, 
Its lustre by no blot was stained ; 

Nor ever will it be ! 
The Christian's Master, true and kind, 
A crown will surely one day find 

For stem fidelity. 

It may through many a burden sleep. 
Through many a sorrow long and deep. 

But come at last it will : 
He who has trod the path before, 
Knows how, when sorrow's day is o'er, 

The cup of joy to fill. 
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XLIL 
TWENTIETH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

" And all flesh shall see the salvation of God."— Luke, iii. 6. 

Not all with equal vision blest, 

Shall view the wonders of that sight, 
Nor on its beaming glories rest 

The same entranced and hallowed light : 
For worlds, all varying in their worth, 

Before the judgmeDt-seat must stand ; 
Heirs to the new or sinful birth, 

Alike before God's judging hand. 

No words that mortal man can form, 

Nor thoughts that in his bosom bum. 
Can tell the fuiy of the storm. 

Which justice on this earth shall turn, 
When God's most glorious day is due 

In all its grandest majesty. 
When sin wiU all its misdeeds rue. 

And heaven proclaim its victory. 

True as the word which God has sent 
To teach men on their wandering way. 

Will be both praise and punishment 
On that heart-thrilling judgment-day. 
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Salvation to the blest shall sound, 
Salvation through their risen King ; 

For many a soul will cause be found, 
Loudly His hallowed praise to sing. 

How for this scene should men prepare, 

Whilst yet their Father bids them live ? 
For harmlessly no man shall dare 

To spurn the gifts which God can give. 
The hand which made the blessing sure 

Must now be sought, lest, if we lag, 
The phantoms of the world allure, 

And victims to their death-doom drag. 

Now whilst life's blood richly flows. 

And time's vast boon is called our own, 
Whilst health's full bloom upon us glows. 

And man's brief day not yet has flown. 
May Gk)d to each the wisdom give 

To seek the blessing from above, 
And so on earth in prospect live 

The heirs of Good's immortal love. 
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XLIII. 
TWENTY-FIRST SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

" WhoBo hearkeueth unto me ahall dwell safely, and shall be 
quiet from fear of evil."— Prov. i. 83. 

Is it a slight thing thus to flee 
From eviPs fear and d^ger's dread ? 

A trifle thus secure to be, 
And by unerring wisdom lead ? 

Where shall this valued boon be sought ? 

Or how the race for victory run ? 
With what fair price may it be bought ? 

Or how its varied graces won 1 

Seek it not here on earth's fair face, 
Whose beauties round our vision roll ; 

It knows no human source or race, 
It is not bound by man's control 

Nor seek it yet in learning's halls, 
Though they with many a gem are dress'd ; 

It heeds not always bookmen's calls, 
But hides in many a dullard's breast. 

Still less can its deep trace be sought 
Where pleasure runs its silly round, 

Where passing joy with pain is bought, 
And victims by sin's spell are bound. 
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Not there : but in the hallowed page, 
By God on human conscience writ, 

Read by the wise in every age, 
Does wisdom in its true home sit. 

Seek it from God's own Spirit's seal. 
Pressed on each loving Christian's heart ; 

Seek it from thinking men who feel 
They would not from its dictates part. 

Seek it from him whose life is prayer, 
Who lives each day as he would die, 

In humble faith that he may bear 
His witness to God's majesty. 

Seek it from Him whose name is Love, 
Who never yet refusal gave ; 

His is the wisdom from above, 
His the glad task to seek and sav& 

Seek this ; and though the world be cold, 
And holds you out no greeting hand. 

Still on your onward course be bold, 
In God's abiding strength you stand. 
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XLIV. 
TWENTY-SECOND SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

*' By him were all things created that are in heaven and that 
are in earth, visible and invisible, whether they be thrones, or 
dominions, or principalities, or powers : all things were created 
by him and for him ; and he is before all things, and by him all 
things consist.**— Col. i. 16, 17. 

With all its faults, fair is this earthly scene 

Of God's own moulding, — wealthy harbinger 

Of many a glorious gift from God to man, 

!Ere yet his form upon its surface stood. 

The grandest work of which God's mighty hand 

Became the great and good artificer. 

Fair was it when it sprang with glorious sheen, 

First from its great Author's vast alembic ; 

Fit haunt of those who might their worship give 

To Him who called them to their home of bliss, 

To live for aye in pure and reverent thought 

Of Him whose mind had wiUed their happiness. 

Fair is it still, though man*ed with many a blot, 

By man devised— of man's perverseness bom ; 

With richest blessings fraught, its varied scenes. 

Its times and seasons, speak one only tale — 

Of love and kindness to a fallen race, 

And bid the heart that would rebellious be, 

Turn with more grateful thought and chastened soul 

To Him from whom the daily bounty springs. 
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Stay, haughty man, and check thy bursting pride ; 
Made though thou art in God's own image, free 
To make or mar this destiny of thine, 
Which dooms thee to a world of joy or woe. 
No master's imcontroUdd power is thine. 
A greater sits on heaven's high throne, whose word 
The proudest man this sinning earth contains 
Will one day bind with most relentless sway. 
And tell him with a power of sternest deeds. 
That by and for Him all these things consist. 
Him fear with reverence, and in £uth believe 
That no gift by Almighty Qood vouchsafed 
Can safely at the giver's hand be spumed ; 
He takes account of all, and will of thee. 
Seek that thy heart shall due allegiance own, * 
For blessings which no mortal man could give, 
And God alone can by His will withhold. 



XLV. 

TWENTY-THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

" By the blessing of the upright the city is exalted; but it is 
overthrown by the mouth of the wicked." — Pbov. xi. 11. 

Who does not in this wide world claim 
An interest for his country's name. 
And love to know that land and sea 
Proclaim her high supremacy ? 
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Vast realms have filled the old world's light, 
And decked in many a colour bright 
The volume of past history's page 
With glories of a bygone age. 

But time has swept their name away, 
Like visions of the passing day ; 
Men talk of all their bright deeds done, 
Whilst now their mark has long since gone. 

Gone with but ruins for a name, 
And memory's tracery for fame ; 
Their glorious deeds of arms but rust, 
Their nation's foot-prints turned to dust. 

What other fate must yet be ours, 
Unless the God of nations showers 
His countless blessings on our land, 
And holds us in His powerful hand ! 

There is a time when He will stay 
Such need, and darkly say us nay, 
K with a stubborn heart of pride 
We cast His loving aid aside. 

K, wanton in our fancied worth. 
We deem not we are things of earth. 
Forgetting that the hand is nigh 
Whose sign is death or victory ; 
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If sin stalk forth with brazen face. 
And wicked deeds go on apace, 
As if there were no Gk>d above, 
No curse to fear, no Lord to love ; 

K we forget that nations rise. 
As they for God are fools or wise, — 
Then will our lustrous i*ace be run, 
The dawning of our doom begun. 



XLVL 

TWENTY-FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

" Lord, evermore give us this bread." — John, vi. 34. 

Deep is the wail, and dire the cry. 
That notes the wretched misery 
Of those whom famine's death-strewn way 
Marks for its own unpitied prey. 

No sound can reach the human ear 
Wrung from the soul by pain or fear, 
So deadly as the stifled moan. 
The scarcely-muttered inward groan 
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Of him whose life is day by day 
Ebbing with certain step away, 
Because no human hand is there 
To turn to hope such grim despair. 



Half-frenzied does the victim dream 
Of joyous feasts that present seem, 
And hear the phantom rill run by 
To chant his wretched lullaby. 

What would he give for one to speed 
And help him in his hour of need. 
To bid his fainting form arise, 
As hopeless in his woe he lies ! 

For life, no gift too great to give ! 
But let him breathe again and live. 
His quivering lip could hardly say ' 

The thanks which should the boon repay. 

What of that dearer life within. 
Crushed by the bod/s weight and sin. 
That life which seeks its food from heaven. 
To prayer and praying spirits given ? 

Is there no cry of famine heard, 
No heart with timely terror stirred ? 
Can we afford with scorn to choose, 
A priceless gift like this to lose 1 

Q 
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Let the fitdl body droop and die 

In direst pain and agony ; 

But, Lord of heaven and earth, send down 

Thy Spirit's gift and heavenly crown, 

By which alone my soul may live. 
And honour to its Maker give : 
Give me that food from day to day 
Which speeds the Christian's onward way. 

And let me in my hour of fear 
Know still that thou art ever near, 
To bid the fainting soul arise, 
And seek its mansion in the skies. 



XLVIL 

TWENTY-FIFTH SDNDAT AFTER TRINITY. 

*' The lot is cast into the lap, but the whole disposing thereof 
is of the Lord."— Prov. xvi 38. 

Vain thought ! that man can by his power dispose 

His earthly lot, as if, forsooth, he rose 

In might beyond his Maker's arm, 
And knew no fear nor weak alarm, 

Lest all his boasted strength should quickly fede, 

And he the victim of his pompous pride be made. 
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Watch the rich miser o'er his hoarded pelf, 
With no thought burdened save the thought of self ; 
He hugs his treasure to his heart, 
He cannot from its presence part, 
Till God allows him on His own fixed day, 
Of all, to take his coffin and his shroud away. 

See the proud warrior on his day of rest, 
When thoughts of glory agitate his breast ; 
When, 'mid the sound of victory, 
He thinks of what he yet shall be 
In history's page, whilst 'tis his fate to lie 
His honoured head in stranger's soil, and die. 

Tis not in man to mould his coming fate, 
In lordly pride to hold his earthly state ; 
'Tis his to know that God above. 
Whose arm is power, and name is Love, 
Moves all unseen, and silently controls 
Each passing day for man, each season as it rolls. 

There is the spring that makes the world go round. 
With blessings fraught that bids these gifts abound : 
His is the guiding hand that stays 
Each sorrow which His word obeys ; 
Alike the sound of joy and tear of grief. 
From Him alone finds being, and from Him relief. 
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XLVIII. 
ADVENT SUNDAY. 

" For unto us was the gospel preached."— Heb. iv. 2. 

Wave it high ! wave it high ! God speed the work 

Its Master has willed shall be done ; 
Still green are its laurels, not tinsel the crown, 

Which in ages long past it has won. 

First planted on Calvar/s glorious height^ 

It fluttered but feebly then ; 
There were none to proclaim it in martial strain, 

Its bearers no stalwart men. 

"They forsook Him and fled," whilst lorn women's 
tears, 

Its waters of baptism, fell ; 
To some purpose they wept, for a wondrous tale 

Do the days of its glory tell. 

Not slightly through heaven do Gk)d's arrows speed. 

Nor calmly His lightning darts ; 
The heavens were rent, and rent besides 

Were those mocking scofiers' hearts. 

They thought that the blood which that banner bears 

As the stain of its brightest hue, 
Might easily rest on their jesting souls, 

And the souls of their children too. 
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But they cease their jest now, for many an arm 

Has been raised in deadly strife, 
And many a sword has sealed the doom 

Of many an ebbing life, 

Ere yet the bright flag of the Christian's creed, 

With its emblem of mystery. 
Through the sad wide waste of a sinning world 

Was waved in victory. 

But raised it has been, though by feeble men. 

Strong in the Spirit's might, 
Who thought that the blood which their Master shed 

To their own could claim a right. 

Nor rash was the thought, nor vain the hope 

That led them so boldly on. 
To pray and to praise, and with faithful hearts 

The warrior's armour don. 

But their fight is now o'er, the deeds are done 

Of their short and faithful day ; 
Though darkened to them, there still broke forth 

The light of a prophet's ray. 

Which told them full well that the cross they bore, 
Though tattered, and stained, and torn. 

Had been with good will, through grief and shame, 
To a goodly purpose borne. 
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Ay, there it still stands ; and ofb for its sake. 

Here in our happy land, 
Full freely and boldly in past days stood 

The martyrs' glorious bandl 

How often the eye whose gentle glance 
Would quail before deeds of blood, 

Fed by the lamp of the true Spirit's Ufe, 
Whilst that dark impetuous flood 

Rolled on with a mighty torrent's course, 
Through its broken and troubled bed, 

Has beamed with bright hope 'mid scenes of woe, 
When all but bright hope had fled ! 

How many a sire whose hallowed years 

The dregs of his life might save. 
Has found that those years have led but at last 

To a sad and bloody grave ! 

Yet there it stands, and victorious now 

Is dear to the soldier's heart ; 
For he knows that the sign of God's blessing still 

From its path will never part. 

It has floated o'er many a battle-field, 

Nor ever was raised in vain ; 
And yet in the faithful warrior's heart 

Unfurled will ever remain. 



fags oi i^e Sablrat|[. ' 87 

That blest banner bear through life's weary day, 
With a nervous and well-strung arm ; 

The trumpet shall sound, but it will not sound 
One note to induce alarm. 



No holier pall can the Christian need 
To be placed on his clay-cold breast, 

When full in his well-worn armour girt 
He peacefully takes his rest. 



XLIX. 

SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

' ' And he will Ufb up an ensign to the nations from far." — Isa. v. 26. 

Hear the Church when she calls ! 'tis a voice that we 

love; 
'Tis no mortal that calls — ^'tis a voice from above, 

That bids us lay apathy by ; 
And surely when dangers her bulwarks surroimd, 
When the trumpet and war-whoop of enmity sound. 

Our hearts will respond to her cry* 
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Time was when her altars were deluged with blood, 
And the red river ran through her aisles like a flood, 

Of bigotry's ill deeds a story. 
Time has been when tbe flame of the fagot has flashed, 
But then did her sons at their fate stand aghast ? 

No, they died — and they died full of glory. 

Shall we our small tribute of praises withhold 

From those who for God and His Church were so bold ? 

No ! perish the thought in its birth. 
We love England too well — our fathers have told 
How dear to their hearts that Church was of old. 

And we will not lessen its worth. 

Arouse ye then, Christians, arouse at her call ! 
And willingly now, lest her banners should fall. 

Your heartfelt assistance afibrd. 
We need not despair, 'tis the Church of our Gk)d ; 
And e'en till our heads are laid low 'neath its sod. 

We'll faithfully trust in the Lord. 



L. 

THIRD SUNDAY Df ADVENT. 

" But the word of God grew and multiplied.'*— Acri, xiL 24. 

Vainly the arms of kings were raised. 
Vainly with cool contempt they gazed. 
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As humble men of lowly birth 

Spread the kind word of heaven to earth, 

That He the mightiest King of all, 

Who dared Himself God's Son to call, 

Had blessings more than earth's to give, 

The boon that men through Him might live. 

The blessing came, and now of old 
The wondrous tale has oft been told ; 
And many a mourning heart has known, 
As it bore its burden sad and lone. 
That the glorious deed had power to cheer. 
And gladden the soul with hopes most dear. 
When sin and sorrow's weight was borne, 
When faith was weak and the spirit lorn. 

Cling to that Rock of Ages true, 
And know that His blood was shed for you ; 
Deem not that the man can guiltless be 
Who spurns the deed of high mystery. 
'Twas not for nought that the rock was rent, 
And in mortal semblance earthwards sent ; 
The scoffing Jew has his history told, 
Lest we should sneer with a laugh as bold. 
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LI. 



FOUBTH SmfDAT IN ADVENT. 

'* Behold, a King ahall reign in righteousneaB." — Iba. xxxii. 1. 

Israel, fialleii Queeu, 

Would that thou hadst but seen 
With faithful trust these hopeful words of old ; 

And not with sneering guile 

Slighted with bitter smile 
Him whom thy prophets, rich in faith, foretold. 



The mighty King has come, 
And with Him all the sum 

Of judgments, dark and drear, upon thy head 
Why not in Him confide, 
Thy blindness cast aside, 

And so from darkness into light be led ? 

Maybe thy time is near, 

May be thy hour of fear 
And tarnished glory soon will pass away ; 

Then will the Gentile band 

Extend to thee the hand 
Of Christian welcome on thy happier day. 
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Come soon the hallowed time, 

When every age and chme 
Shall own the glorious reign which knows no end ! 

God, stretch forth Thy power. 

On us Thy blessings shower, 
And on Thy people's hearts Thy Spirit send ; 



That all ahke may see 

How great the mystery 
Which saved by Christ a sinning world from woe ; 

May aU in earnest dare 

The Christian's arms to wear. 
And meet in conquering might their deadly foe. 

Weak though we be, and frail, 

That strength will never fail 
Which comes from God, and bids us on Him rest ; 

For Christ's most holy sake. 

Gentile and Jew may take 
Each hopeful promise to his trusting breast. 
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LII. 
FIRST SUNDAY AFTER CHRISTMAS DAT. 

"Finally, brethren, ferewell."— 2 Cor. xiii. 11. 

Can we look on full heedlessly, 
As months and years so quickly fly, 
And nurse no thought that Thou canst see 
And guide our coming destiny ? 

Prepare us, Lord, in Thine own way. 
For all Thy judgments, day by day ; 
Let us but see Thy mighty hand. 
To guide us to that happier land, 

Where sin and sorrow find no place, 
Where Thou art worshipped face to face : 
So will our life be happiest here. 
With Christ to love, and God to fear. 

Than leading thus the soul to God, 
To seek His aid and dread His rod, 
Could I more fitting numbers tell ? 
More wisely say the word farewell ? 
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K, as the waning year has sped 
Its course, these halting rhymes have led 
One sinning man his thoughts to raise 
To Thee, O God, Thine be the praise. 

Would that I could a richer mine 
Pour forth on Thine exalted shrine ; 
Or gifts of nobler worth afford. 
An offering to my risen Lord. 

Poor though the talent's weight may be. 
Still take it, as 'tis due to Thee : 
I would not grudge that better part, 
The tribute of a thankful heart. 

Thine is the gift, if gift it be ; 

I freely give it back to Thee ; 

Thine, too, the blessing, shouldst Thou deem 

The offering worth so bright a gleam. 



FINIS. 
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